vapours—the small, white, soft, feminine body which
was denied to him.
He threw away the book that was of no help to him,
flung open the windows, and drew in long deep breaths
of the night air. Oh, those great stars up above; that
bird's song, so penetrating and amorous through the
darkness of the night; those blossoming chestnuts on
the slopes of the hill, whose scent suggested the unutter-
able secrets of love 1 He slammed the windows, as
though to escape, and extinguished the lights.
He took refuge in the ascetic air of his own room.
There stood bed, table and wardrobe sparsely arranged
against the walls. The middle of the room was left empty
to allow htm to walk to and fro while thinking over his
work. On the table lay two charts, a few pages of
manuscript, notes for the next day's lecture. Vacantly
he read them through, and became calmer as he did so.
He drained a gkss of water in great gulps. Everything
that Ambrosius did had in it something impetuous and
forceful. He undressed himself. The cool air caressed
his powerful body, and for a few minutes he stood there,
a giant and yet like a tormented boy.
He was forty and such a crisis at that age was affecting
him profoundly. He looked down at himself. He
appeared strange to himself, changed for the worse,
become too massive, too heavy, too weighty. He went
up to the tiny little mirror, which he had hanging there,
and foil of a wondering curiosity looked into it. What
wa^ it about him that made her avoid him, withhold
herself, and so turn him into a sorry caricature of a man ?
Yes, that's me—that's me right enough—he thought.
He thought confusedly and his sight was somewhat
blurred. He saw the head with its high forehead, on
which the dark hair encroached; the deep-set eyes
surrounded with little wrinkles; the thinker's temples^
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